were hat. The dog Bustle was safely brought away
only to be lost on the road.
Mrs Germon had a pony to ride, but was so
bloated that she could hardly mount. She had put
on three of every kind of undergarment, a pink
flannel dressing-gown, and a plaid jacket, with a
cloth dress and jacket over all. She wore a bustle, too,
into which she had stitched her Honiton lace wed-
ding dress, her veil, and two large shawls, while her
inner  pockets  were  stuffed  with  jewellery,  her
journal, and various other papers. She had tied a
cashmere shawl round her waist and wore a worsted
cap and hat. Her husband and Captain Weston
roared with laughter as they helped her into the
saddle, though Captain Germon sobered up when
they came to say good-bye at the Baillie Guard gate.
From the Sikandarbagh onwards the road was
deep in sand and somewhat exposed, and it was
therefore decided that the families should wait there
till nightfall and then be sent on to the Dilkusha in
doolies.   Sir  Colin  met  them  in  person   at the
Sikandarbagh, where he spoke very civilly to Mrs
Inglis about the dear creatures, as he called them,
though she felt that he was wishing them far away.
His staff and various other officers were handing
round wine,  biscuits,  tea,  and bread-and-butter.
Hope  Grant noticed that many  of the  women
seemed strangely sorry to have left the Residency,
though the children were more alive to the main
chance: he heard a little girl say to her mother: 'Oh,
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